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LARRY wandered aimlessly from one brilliantly lighted show window to another, ignoring the jostling of the holiday 
crowd. Anyone watching him would have thought, "Just an-
other last-minute shopper, still undecided." But Larry's thoughts 
were far from the red and green decorated Christmas trees, 
sparkling costume-jewelry, and admonishing ONE-MORE-
SHOPPING-DAY-TILL-CHRISTMAS signs. He had put off 
telling Ellen until now in hope that the tiny package he carried 
in his inside coat pocket would keep that hurt look out of her 
eyes. He couldn't forget how she had looked at him last June 
when he had asked her to wait until Christmas—frightened, as 
though a long dreaded blow was about to fall. He had been 
thoroughly ashamed of himself and had explained to her that 
he wanted to have at least a thousand dollars saved so they 
wouldn't have to worry about initial expenses. He had believed 
the story himself until a few weeks ago. 
Larry stopped beneath a huge, blue neon diamond that ex-
ploded into the words JEWELRY. He adjusted his silk scarf, 
and pulled his well-tailored topcoat a little closer around him. 
That wind was getting colder. Cold weather always meant trouble 
for him. Production slowed down, and the efficiency department 
was asked to explain why. This business of building tractors could 
be mighty trying at times. But then he shouldn't complain. 
Three-fifty a month and in line for assistant managership of effi-
ciency his third year out of college. 
16 Sketch 
Christmas 
Spirit 
4-fomet K. Cjfotdon 
Engr. Jr. 
IS attention was attracted by the display of tiny watches. He 
eyed them critically for several minutes before deciding that 
none of them were as nice as the one he carried in his coat pocket. 
But the thought of the watch left him with a faint sense of guilt. 
It was shortly after Thanksgiving that Ellen had tactfully 
mentioned their approaching wedding. A thousand dollars had 
long since accumulated, and she had thought that they had bet-
ter begin making plans. "All right, Ellie," he had said. "Let's 
make it a couple of weeks after Christmas. That's usually a slack 
period at the plant; so they should be able to spare me." But as 
the time drew nearer, he had found it increasingly difficult to 
look forward to that date with any enthusiasm. At first he had 
attributed this to a man's natural reluctance to give up his bache-
lor life, but lately it had grown deeper. 
He came back to earth with the realization that the hands 
of the electric clock in the window were pointing *.o six-fifteen. 
His mother had warned him that dinner was to be served at six-
thirty. He turned and with long swinging strides started back 
toward the club. A few minutes later he was opening the door 
of his business coupe and starting the motor. He listened to its 
quiet hum for a few seconds before pulling away from the curb-
ing. He decided to drive home the long way this evening, justify-
ing himself by remembering that there were fewer stop-signs that 
way. As he turned on to Park Drive, his thoughts returned to 
Ellen and to just how he was going to tell her that they must 
put off the wedding once more. He supposed he would have to 
tell her the truth—that for some inexplainable reason he wasn't 
at all sure he was ready to marry yet. After all, a lifetime was a 
long, long time. He didn't want to make the mistake his brother, 
Max, had—a whirlwind romance and a marriage that had ended 
on the rocks in two years. Max used to have eyes that whispered 
of secret jokes. Now they stared—cold and silent. 
HTHE last traffic signal before leaving the gay shopping district 
glared red. Larry stopped the car automatically, impatiently 
working the clutch pedal up and down. He began to recount 
Ellen's many good qualities, hoping to recreate the confidence he 
had felt when they became engaged two years ago. Any doubt he 
H 
December, ip<fo '7 
had had then had been buried beneath a youthful confidence in 
time. 
She was pretty and had a good figure, he thought as the signal 
became green and he moved forward once more. She talked with 
people easily and had a pleasant personality—authorities agreed 
this was a necessary requirement for a business man's wife. She 
qualified for the "good companion" requirement since she played 
both golf and tennis well—almost too well, he reflected, half 
smiling. The first time she had played tennis with him, she had 
beaten him straight sets, 6-4, 7-5. Sometimes he wondered if his 
game really had just happened to be off that day. 
The auto made the turn at Seventeenth with scarcely any as-
sistance from Larry—certainly without interrupting his thoughts. 
As Ellen had several younger brothers and sisters, she under-
stood the care of children. Her family was fairly well to d o -
he liked her parents, but he had his own ideas about in-laws living 
with their children. 
To climax all this, she seemed greatly in love with him. In short 
she was just about all a man could ask for. Why, then, was he so 
reluctant to take the final step? He was annoyed with himself 
for being so over-cautious. Several times he had thought of going 
through with the wedding anyway and trusting that everything 
would work out all right, but each time the thought of Max 
vetoed this idea. 
HpHE car was almost in front of the house before Larry realized 
that the porch light was on. That was strange because his 
parents rarely used it. As he halted, Larry saw his mother stand-
ing at the door, her head close to the window, her hand shielding 
her eyes, peering out anxiously. The door opened and she spoke 
to him as he came up the steps. "Larry, something has happened. 
They want you to phone Memorial hospital immediately. Ellen's 
been hurt." 
"Ellen?" Larry snatched up the phone and dialed the num-
ber his mother handed him. He waited a few long seconds and 
then banged the receiver into its cradle. "The line's busy!" He 
exploded. "I'm going out there." He hurried down the steps, 
into his car, and was back on Park Drive before his mind really 
began to work. Ellen hurt. Maybe seriously. He tried to con-
centrate on his driving, but his mind kept dragging out the 
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picture of the girl he had seen whose car had been hit by a truck 
and her head smashed through the windshield. The doctors had 
done a good job on her, but they couldn't replace her left eye. 
That little car that Ellen drove didn't have a shatter-proof wind-
shield either. He shuddered as he thought of her beauty marred 
by ugly scars. She might be injured internally—suffering. She 
might even be—but he didn't dare think of that . . . Why did there 
have to be so much traffic on the street tonight? Ahead he could 
see the lights of the hospital. It seemed ages before he had cov-
ered the last few blocks and was running up long stone steps. 
"^4^HERE—where have they taken Miss Saunders?" he breath-
lessly inquired of the attendant at the main desk. 
"Saunders?" She ran her finger down a list of names. "Room 
102, second floor." Larry was through the swinging doors and 
going up the stairs two at a time. At the second floor he stopped 
momentarily to ask of a passing nurse where 102 was. "Straight 
down the hall. Second door from the end." She gestured toward a 
dimly lit, forbidding alleyway. His rapid footsteps echoed loud-
ly in the narrow corridor that seemed unnecessarily quiet. The 
doors to several rooms were open, and the sweetish odor of flow-
ers kept too long in a closed room kept reminding him of a 
funeral parlor. But the closed doors with the NO VISITORS 
signs bothered him most. He stopped dead as he came to a white 
door marked 102 in small black letters. Why did they have the 
door closed? Panic seized him. He looked wildly up and down 
the hall, wanting to run and get someone to come back with him. 
Somehow or other he managed to get his hand up and tap twice 
on the door. He stopped breathing while he listened for some 
sound from within. He jumped back startled as the door opened 
swiftly and silently. A large, white-clad female form barred his 
way. "Mr. Douglas?" it inquired; and at his mute nod, "Come 
in." Larry stepped inside the door. Ellen was lying there, her 
eyes closed. Her shining hair seemed even darker against the 
white background of the pillow-slip which in turn made her face 
whiter. The tall grey-haired man in the white jacket, bending 
over her, straightened up and walked toward him. "I'm Dr. Grant, 
Mr. Douglas." And noticing Larry's staring immobility. "She'll 
be coming out of the anesthetic very shortly." 
"Is—is she hurt badly, Doctor?" His voice was a hoarse whisper. 
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"Painfully. But shell be up and around again in four or five 
weeks. Luckily it was a nice clean break. So many times the leg-
bones tend to splinter—Here man, you had better sit down." He 
grasped Larry's arm and propelled him toward a chair by the 
bed. 
"I guess it's just the relief." Larry smiled weakly. 
"Didn't they tell you over the phone that it was nothing ter-
ribly serious?" 
T ARRY shook his head a little sheepishly. "The line was busy, 
so I came right out. How did it happen?" 
"Well, no wonder you're shaking." The doctor glanced to-
ward Ellen. "I don't blame you much for being concerned. She's 
very pretty . . . She slipped on an icy step as she was going 
in the house. Happened to light just right—or maybe I should 
say just wrong . . . Well, I have several other patients to see to." 
He turned to the large nurse, who had been hovering over Ellen 
like a mother hen. "Stevens, you know what to do. I don't think 
you will have any trouble with her. Call me if you do." He was 
gone. 
Larry sat quietly looking at Ellen; then feeling he should say 
something, "When did the doctor say she would be coming out 
of the anesthetic?" 
"We expect her to wake up any minute." The nurse seated her-
self comfortably in a chair on the other side of the bed, and 
seeming to sense his lack of desire to talk, picked up a maga-
zine and started to thumb through it. 
His conscience, relieved of its social obligations, allowed him 
to concentrate his attention upon the sleeping girl. He watched 
fascinatedly the steady rise and fall of the white sheet where it 
covered her breast and began unconsciously matching the rhythm 
with his own breathing, momentarily wondering how many 
times a minute a sleeping person was supposed to inhale. He 
raised his eyes and began studying her face minutely. She had 
never mentioned it, but that looked like a tiny scar there on her 
left cheek, he thought, as he bent down to examine it. Just then 
the girl stirred, and Larry straighened up hastily. "She's waking 
up," he announced triumphantly, as though he had made a won-
derful discovery. 
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T^HE nurse had arisen, preparing for action. "Sometimes they 
toss around quite violently," she explained. "And then again 
they are exceedingly quiet." The sleeping girl turned her head 
swiftly to one side and then back, leaving a lock of hair partially 
covering one eye. Larry glanced expectantly at the nurse, but 
she was busy with some towels on the small medicine table. He 
reached out and clumsily brushed the hair aside. As he drew his 
hand away, her lips moved faintly—then again. No sound came, 
but there was no mistaking the word she was trying to speak. 
"She's calling me," Larry said, half to himself—proudly, like a 
father whose infant son has spoken his first word. The nurse, 
tactfully said nothing, but continued her vigil. Larry found him-
self liking her. She was going to let nothing happen to Ellen. 
Ellen stirred again, gave a slight moan, and began to toss her 
head from side to side. "What's the matter with her?" 
The nurse bent and held the girl's shoulders firmly to the bed. 
"Not a thing, Mr. Douglas. Just the after effects of the anesthetic." 
Again Ellen moaned, a little louder. 
"Are you sure she's not in pain?" Doubtfully. 
"She's being unusually quiet—there, she's wide awake now, 
aren't you, dear?" The nurse stepped back and smiled pleasantly 
at Ellen, who was looking around the room momentarily be-
wildered. Her eyes found Larry and were contented. The nurse 
held out a small glass of amber liquid. "Here, drink this. It will 
settle your stomach." Ellen lifted her head and drank obediently, 
still watching Larry. When the glass was empty she dropped back 
to the pillow and spoke softly. "I'm glad you're here, Larry. I 
hope I didn't interrupt anything important." 
"Interrupt anything? Who cares if you did?" His tone was 
almost belligerent in his attempt to hide his concern. 
'THE large nurse cleared her throat and said too loudly, "I have 
to go down to the desk for a few minutes. I'll be right back." 
She left the room, closing the door carefully behind her. 
"Sit here beside me, Larry." She moved slightly to make room 
for him. 
"Ellie! Don't you dare move around." His voice rang with 
authority that gave him a sense of exhilaration; but he sat down 
beside her on the bed, twisting so that he looked straight down 
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into her eyes. She brought her hand out from under the cover 
and laid it in his. He covered it with his other hand. "You gave 
me a little scare," he admitted bashfully. 
"I'm sorry I'm such a bother." Her voice was meek, but her 
eyes were shining. 
"I didn't mean t h a t . . . Does it hurt much?" 
"Not much—now." Her fingers wtiggled a little in his grasp. 
For several moments he was content to just sit there looking 
at her. No words seemed necessary. Then an unexpected urge 
to tell her something stirred him. "You know, Ellie—." 
"Yes?" 
"Well—I've just been thinking—." He stopped, searching for 
words. 
"You've been thinking what, Larry?" 
His eyes pleaded for assistance which she naively refused. "Darn 
it all! I—." Just then there was a discreet knock on the door. 
Larry hastily dropped her hand and resumed his place in the 
chair. "Come in," he said, wondering at his own embarrassment. 
The door opened. It was the nurse. 
"I thought maybe you might like to hear the carolers," she 
said, opening the door wide and walking to her former station 
on the opposite side of the bed. Faintly in the distance young 
voices were lifted in chorus. "It's a group of young people from 
the church. They come out every Christmas eve and sing to the 
shut-ins." The music was drawing nearer. The words of the 
song floated down the hall softly, yet distinctly. "Peace on earth. 
Good will to men—" 
"I—I'd nearly forgotten it was Christmas eve." Ellen whis-
pered. 
T ARRY reached for the package in his coat pocket. "I did too, 
Ellie." Then slowly, scarcely audibly, "Yes—yes, I did too." 
The carolers were much nearer now. A lovely bell-like soprano 
was carrying the melody, "—to hear the Angels sing." 
"Here, I bought this for you." He offered her the package 
shyly. 
"Oh, Larry—" She turned it slowly, fondly in her hands, re-
luctant to open it. Then she began unwrapping it painstakingly. 
Larry glanced across at the nurse. She had become intensely iri-
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terested in an article in her magazine . . . He could see the young 
songsters filing past the door; They were carrying candles, their 
eyes lifted, singing so sweetly it hurt his chest. "Silent night, holy 
night. All is calm—." 
"Larry!" Ellen grasped, drawing the word out. "It's so—beau-
tiful." She held the tiny timepiece in her cupped hand. 
"It's not half good enough for you." He bent down with his 
lips close to her ear. "Ellie—you know what I wish? I wish—I wish 
it were a wedding ring. She drew her breath in sharply, held it 
for a second, and then released it slowly. The blood rushed to 
Larry's head. He began to shiver, though he felt perfectly warm. 
He could feel his breath reflecting from her cheek as he smelled the 
sweet, feminine odor of clean skin. "I've been a fool," was all 
he could say . . . The nurse had tiptoed to the door and was 
closing it behind her . . . The voices had faded now until only the 
soprano could be heard, "—the hopes and fears—of all the years—" 
The door closed softly, leaving them alone. 
Impressions of a Freshman 
-Helen M. Pundt 
H. Ec. So. 
THROUGH the small, sibilant sounds of the night, the chime from the campanile cut a clear path. Sue Ellen heard it and 
turned restlessly. Her arm ached. She sat up in bed and rubbed 
her fingers gingerly over the feverish spot where the tuberculin 
injection had been made only yesterday. It seemed ages ago. 
Even longer seemed the time since she had stood on the platform 
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